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When strikes us every motive that can melt ; 
When man can wreak his rancour uncontroll’d. 
That strongest curb on insult and ill-will ; 

Then, spleen to dust ! the dust of innocence ! 

An angel’s dust ! — this Lucifer transcends ; 
When he contended for the patriarch’s bones, 
’Twas not the strife of malice, but of pride ; 

The strife of pontiff pride, not pontiff gall. 

Far less than this is shocking in a race 
Most wretched, but from streams of mutual love 
And uncreated, but for love divine ; 

And, but for love divine, this moment lost. 

By fate resorb’d, and sunk in endless night. 

Man hard of heart to man ! of horrid things 
Most horrid ! ’mid stupendous highly strange ! 
Yet oft his courtesies are smoother wrongs ; 
Pride brandishes the favours he confers. 

And contumelious his humanity: 

What then his vengeance ? hear it not, ye stars ! 
And thou, pale moon ! turn paler at the sound ; 
Man is to man the sorest, surest ill. 

A previous blast foretels the rising storm ; 
O’erwhelming turrets threaten ere they fall ; 
Volcanos bellow ere they disembogue; 

Earth trembles ere her yawning jaws devour; 
And smoke betrays the wide-consuming fire : 
Ruin from man is most conceal’d when near. 

And sends the dreadful tidings in the blow. 

Is this the flight of fancy ? woidd it were ! 
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Heaven’s SOVEREIGN saves all beings but himself 
That hideous sight, a naked human heart. 

Fired is the muse ? and let the muse be fired : 

Who not inflamed, when what he speaks he feels. 

And in the nerve most tender, in his friends ? 

Shame to mankind ! Philander had his foes : 

He felt the truths I sing, and I in him. 

But he, nor I feel more : past ills, Narcissa ! 

Are sunk in thee, thou recent wound of heart 
Which bleeds with other cares ! with other pangs ; 
Pangs numerous, as the numerous ills that swarm’d 
O’er thy distinguish’d fate, and, clustering there 
Thick as the locust on the land of Nile, 

Made death more deadly, and more dark the grave. 
Reflect, if not forgot my touching tale. 

How was each circumstance with aspicks arm’d ! 

An aspick each, and all an hydra-woe. 

What strong herculean virtue could suffice ? — 

Or is it virtue to be conquer’d here ? 

This hoary cheek a train of tears bedews ; 

And each tear mourns its own distinct distress ; 

And each distress, distinctly mourn’d, demands 
Of grief still more, as heighten’d by the whole. 

A grief like this proprietors excludes : 

Not friends alone such obsequies deplore ; 

They make mankind the mourner, carry sighs 
Far as the fatal fame can wing her way. 

And turn the gayest thought of gayest age 
Down the right channel through the vale of death — 

* The vale of death ! that hush’d cimmerian vale. 



